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SETTLING THE LORDS. 

In spite of expostulation from Lord Salisbury, Poor Pa has finally thrown in his lot with the masses. The House of Lords will now, therefore, have to 
Sight hard indeed for an existence, and I am not exaggerating facts in asserting that the fate of the aristocracy generally, trembles in the balance. Dad has 
already commenced his crusade against the Upper Ten. His first victims were the Dook Snook, Lord Bob and the Hon. Billy. The emphatic way in which he 
swept them from the Mildeweries would have pleased even John Burns. He now insists upon me throwing Bob over altogether. I shall do 20. —Toorsix. 


MORE FAMILIAR EXPRESSIONS. . ALMOST HANCED. 


— 


Ix a much. abused book, called the “ Domestic Manners 
of the Ame * its authoress, Mrs. Frances Trollope, 
gives a curious picture of the insutfticiency of the law in 
America in 1828, 

At Cincinnati, she says, a murderer of uncommon 
atrocity was taken, tried, convicted and condemned to 
death. It had been shown on his trial that some years 
before he had murdered his wife and child in New Orleans; 
but little notice had been taken of it at the time, and he 
had oy ger The crime which had now thrown him 
into the ds of justice was the recent murder of a second 
wife, and the chief evidence against him was his own son. 

The day of his execution was fixed, and the sensation 
produvea was so great, from the strangeness of the occur- 
rence, for no white man had ever before been executed at 
Cincinnati, that people flocked to the town from distances 
of even sixty miles. But, meanwhile, some interfering 
people began to start doubts as to the righteousness of 

anging a white, and made applications to the Governor of 
the State of Ohio to commute the sentence into imprison- 
ment, the Governors of States having the same power over 
life and death as is vested with us in the Crown, 

The Governor for some time refused to interfere with the 
sentence of the tribunal before which the murderer had 
been tried; but at length, frightened at the unusual situa 
tiou in which he found himself, he yielded tu tie impor 
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tunity of the Presbyterian rarty, who had assailed him, and 
accordingly sent om an order to the Sheriff. But this order was 
not to reprieve the prisoner, but fe ask him / he pleased to be 
reprieved, and sent tu the penitentiary instead of being hanged. 

he Sheriff waited upon the ruftian thus tenderly treated and 
humbly made the proposal, to which he 4˙1 for answer, If any - 
thing could make me agree to it, it would be the hope of living 
‘ong enough to kill you and my dog ofa son, However, 1 won't 
agree. You shall have the Ranging of me.” g 

The poor, unhappy Sheriff, to whom the ghastly office of execu- 
tioner was assigned, said all in his power to persuade the“ victim to 
sign the offered document, but in vain; he obtained nothing but 
abuse for his pains. What the unco good said to the murderer's 
decision has not been stated. 

The day of execution in due course arrived. The place appointed 
was the side of a hill, the only one cleared of trees uvar the town, 
and many hours before the time fixed, it was covered by an 
immense multitude of men, women and children. At length the 
time came. The dismal cart was seen slowly mounting the hill. 
The howling mob were hushed into silence. The ruitian mounted 
the scaffold, and now once again the Sheriif, who, one can imagine, 
felt very poorly, asked him to sign his acceptance of the commu. 
tation proposed, but he spurned the paper from him, and cried 
aloud, “ Hang me!“ 

If a professional executioner could have been procured, no doubt 
the job would soon have been at an end, and one can understand 
that, besides the horrible nature of the work to be rformed, the 
Sheriff had also before him the wrath of the Presbyterian part 
ever afterwards pursuing him, and you may easily suppose that f 
he could have seen his way out of the business he would have 
been very glad. 

The details of the execution, which to us seem somewhat vague, 
we give in Mrs. Trollope's own words: “ Midday was the moment 
appointed for cutting the ro (query, which rope ?). The Sheriff 
stood, his watch in one hand and a knife in the other. The hand 


‘was lifted to strike, when the criminal stoutly exclaimed, ‘1 sign,’ 


and he was conveyed back to prison, amidst the shouts, laughter 
and ribaldry of the mob.” 
* e e e e * 
OME NOOS. 
a idere av struk me wi nott eskaip over thee garding warls att 
the bak? aha! the deeming boi iss defi. 
(Neat week, “The Man Next Door.“) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


„ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
abould inclose a erg envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 

We agree with you, A READER, It's a truly amful fag. Man 
3 golden 5 Which you 5 EORGIE Buac. 
Sorry, PHIL, we cannot tell you; It's not in our line at all. 
SLOPER would be happy, Man iE; Kindly name the day you'll 
call. Rather clever, H. G. WiLMOT; But we haven't any apace. 
ALLY’s kind regards, INQUIRER; Such is certainly the case. 
Thanks for 17 letter, PARLY ; Glad to hear from you again. 
You should treat such act ions, TAFFY, With the most complete 
disdain, 

— 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the neæt.- of. bin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall a 2 to meet 
with his vr her death in a Hailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a . of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
Houipar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HaLr-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 el, 
Insurance one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— — 


Dairyman's Wife. Oh, John! a dreadful thing's happened, and 
just as you've got that large order, too. 

Proper Speak quick, then! don't keep me in suspense, for 

s sake 
* iryman' Wife. One of the cows died in the night. 
Dairyman. Oh, thank goodness! How you did startle me. I 
was afraid you were going to tell me the pump was broken. 
ss 


s 
Din he love the girl? I should think he did—rather! Why, 
bless me if he didn't get one of the clothes-pegs given to him by 
the slavey who had been hanging the loved one's left stocking out 
to dry in the back yard, and now he has it mounted in gold and 
wears it next to his beating heart wrapped up in a brace of five- 
pound notes.” „ 


Muggins. I say, Sharpley, I wish you'd tell me how it is you are 
60 5 with the fellows. Do you talk pretty to them, or 

Sharpley. Oh, no; it's very simple. I do is to allow them 
to talk to me. „ 


THE countryman you oft can spot 
Amid the City’s strife, 
Because he tries to look as if 
He'd lived there all his life. 
ss 
s 

First Faas. ie § servant's a terribly destructive girl; hardly a 
week passes but she smashes some of the crockery and furniture. 

eae Lady. My dear, mine breaks something regularly every 
morning. 

First Lady. Every morning? Oh, how dreadful! I wonder 
you ever keep her. 

Second Lady. Oh, I don't mind. She only breaks her fast, you 
know, dear, * 

“So the play you were engaged upon when I last saw you hasn't 
set the Thames on fire?” foruired the friend. “Noe said the 
yours author, sadly, with a lively recollection of the flare the 

S. caused when he burnt it in desperation after its twentieth 
rejection, it didn't set the Thames on fire, but it very nearly did 
the chimney.” 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Mies Sloper. 
No, 519.—The “ April” Costume. 


“Ti, Jake! this isn’t a spring chic- 

ken; it's too tough.” “No, 3 last 

2 It's a little too soon yet fur 
year’s spring chicken.” 


WAITING FOR THE MALE. 
A beam of satisfaction — gd her 
lustrous, gleaming 


4 i} ! “i 
Fond Grandpapa (nearly bald). How much do you love me, deare ? 
Grandchildren (in chorus). We love every hair on your head, grandpa. 


Fond Grandpapa. Humph ! that don't go far. 
Youngest Grandeftid. Well, we'll include the whiskers to make up for it. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. No. 1.—Ohaw, sir. 


(Saturday, April 7, 1894. 


ee I'm very much inelined, sir, to give you a bit of my 
mind. 
Ductor. Very good of you indeed, now, considering what a pre. 
cious little you've got for yourself. 


“Dip Blodson say anythi when he sat down on that pin?” 
“1 should think so; you should have just heard his remarks,” 
“ Ah, very much to the point, I suppose.” 


Bren, Have a drink, old man? 
Lushington (longingly). No, thanks; I've eworn off. 
ser onsense ! * eee thet, is pl 
us ‘on ( proudly). Yes, sir, my word is pledged. 
Brown, Wel“ yeu iiak to it, it will be the first timo I've ever 
known you to ing 4 in t you've pledged. 


She. What do you think of young Mufily? 
He. Well—er—not much; but he’s in the swim, don't you know, 
She. Oh, yes ; 20 is a gander.» » 


“Ip forfeit all I have to win 
Your love, my sweet,” he cried. 

“Well, that’s not losing much, I guess, 
The nowing maid replied, 


Mildmay. I hear Captain Hawkington has floated that company 


his. 

Friend. Indeed! What on, I wonder? 

Mildmay. Well, frem what I've seen of the preliminary meet- 
ings, I should say—champagne. | 8 


"mung Sharpshins. I say, * I have been reading the French 
news in the paper, and I can't quite make out—what is a Miuister 
of the Interior”? 

Old Sharpshins, The only one I am acquainted with, my boy, is 
—the cook. 3 5 


“ Poor, dear girl,“ said Lardi, ‘she won't be able to understudy 
for the stand-on-your-head dance in Little Miss Muffet.” “Oh! 
Why not, lovey-doveyest?” Because she'd be sure to choke her- 
self with her false teeth, and t'other girls would take the soles of 
her Boots fakes ee eee of the boards and want to 
do break-downs on them. Toor 2 . 


s 
Magistrate (to Youthful Witnesa). Do you know the value of an 
ee Wino : Oh ir, father al th 1 
0 it ness. yes, sir, er always says there's nothing 
like a good swear for bringing people to ‘hake aaa! 5 


2, 
Simpson. I'm ig gg Soke i about my kids. 
Hardup, Bo am I. What's the row with yours? 
Simpson. Mine have lost their appetites, 
Hardup. And mine haven't. * 


Mr. B. Umptious, That new clerk of yours doesn't know his 


place. 

Mr. Mat. Terofact a Oh, well, he’s only been here n 
week, and it takes a little time to become acquainted with a ue 
neighbourhood. 0 


THE tramp we think a man whose life 
Enjoyment somewhat lacks ; 

But, oh! he never has to pay 
That awful Income Tux. 


Timbley. Did your father leave you anything when he died? 
Whéiffors. Oh, yes, he left me penniless. 


* 
In Wardour Street. 
Dealer. Yes, sir, that isa t curiosity—a genuine relic of the 
middle ; and though it Is a high price, it is honestly worth it. 
Possible Customer. How can I tell that it is genuine? 
Dealer. How, sir? Why, by the price, sir, of course. 


s 
JoBSON is particularly noted for the doubtful quality of the com- 
fort he is always prepared to administer upon every conceivable 
occasion. Meeting a friend the other day attired in the germents 
of mourning, he inquired the cause. My uncle, poor slit chan, is 
dead,” was the reply ; “we burv him this afternoon.” “ Ah, well.“ 
remarked Jobson, “you've a splendid fine day for it. Good morn- 
ning.” And with a calm, sweet smile, he betouk himself onwar:s. 
se 


. 
Smith. Hallo, old man! I heard you were run in last night for 
being tight. 
Walker. Perfectly untrue, sir. 
Smith. Weren't you tight? 
Walker. I was not run in, sir. 
ss 


* 

Host. There, try one of these cigarettes ; the tobacconist assured 

me they 5 only just 175 io — 8 8 1 
. Than pu). I wonder what part, now—Houns- 

altek or Whitechapal te” 5 me 

Ir takes more than a penn: ice to make the North Pole, and 
more than one what for” with my new husband-beater to ke 
my John from kissing the latest slavey behind the kitchen jack- 
towel. 9 


First Editor, What sort of fellow is young R. Eporter ? 

Second Editor. No good at all. Why, the muff actually told me 
the other day that he couldn't write me an interview with Lord 
Knowswho, until he had seen and spoken to him. 

First Editor, Perfectly ridiculous! He's evidently incompetent, 

en. ee 

s 
Tnar spring has come we now can tell, 
In one conclusive way, 
For poets flock around our doors 
Throughout the livelong day. 
ss 


s 
Snipper. When I went out to lunch yesterday I went ton strange 
restaurant, and when I was going to pay I found I'd left my money 
in my office coat. 
„ That was awkward. What did you do, ask them for 


Sui . Yes, I asked them to trust me, and they made no 


objec fon whatever. 
Snapper. Ah! that shows the advantage of going to a strange 
shop. as 

* 


CHILDREN have 1 so intensely practical nowadays. We 
know one little darling who is so up-to-date that she's quite lui 
tive that—in Jack and the Beanstalk "—Jack didn't plant scarlet 
runners but peas, and that he only did so that he could get acrop 
sufficient to start in the pea and thimble rigging line at Kemptou 
Park and Hampton. 9 * 


First Darling. 1 heard Maudie tell Charley Goodfellow that her 
face was her fortune. 
1 Second Darling, Humph ! she's evidently a dealer in works of 
ronze. 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
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Saturday, April 7, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE IN LEICESTER FIELD. 


— 


in Leicester Field four hundred years ago. There 
55 helgerows to St. Martin's and Leicester Square, that is 
—_ now a for local 


washerwomen. is 
laying out sundry linen garments 
on the grass to dry, for clothes 
lines, clothes props, and clothes 
eee. 
ey are garments, as dep 
in Ane map, and it is difficult to 
say which are shirts and which are 
le-cloths. In various tures 
round about gambol playfully cows 
or sheep—itis notweasy to say 
which are which, and afar off, be- 
ond the Oxfo „ one is as 
as another in the near fore- 
ground, and more — 

U am in Leicester Field in the 
days of the Merry Monarch, and 
the buildings are rising so rapidly 
that the new population cannot 
find room to pray in the parish 
. church, and a new church must be 
Z, built. Lots of French ple are 
/ settled in the close vic any and 
persons of quality have houses 
Found the square, and seventy-three 
keep coaches. The“ Field“ has got 
to called a square, and is railed 
round and arevelled. It is ap- 

33 by Dirty Lane and Slug 
treet, and an imposing gilt statue 
of King George I. stands in the 
centre. A short time before this 
sanguinary duels have been fought 
in the Field. Here Lord Mohun 
ſichts Lord Castlewood, having taken chairs from the Greyhound, 
at Charing Cross, for that purpose: The Chairmen, g over 
the railings, smoke their pipes, but suddenly there is a cry: My 


Rosix R&NDEL. 


Lord Castlewood has received a mortal wound, and is carried toa 
surgeon's house in Long Acre, where he 

Yes, Leicester Field was a celebrated for duels of almost 
every description, and many a young blood has had cause to regret 


his sequaintance with that locality. 

Who are these in the large house on the west side? Surely the 
zur Peter and Lord Carmarthen, smoking long pipes and pourin 
liquor into themselves to an amazin sunny for is it not record 
that before he to the theatre, Peter, bes ides a bottle of brandy 
and a bottle of sherry, floors eight bottles of sack after dinner? 
Was sack a strong wine, I wonder? 

That must be Leicester House over there—the “ pouting place of 
princes” they call it, where George III. was born, and where 
lrince Frederick 
lived. The King 
George II. never 
once visited him dur- 
ing his last illness, 
aud when the news 
wus brought him at 
theeard table,merely 
mumbled, “ Fritz iat 
tedt,” and cut the 
cards for the Count- 
ess Walmoden, 

What is all this 
clamour, and why is 
the sky above blood- 
red! The Gordon 
rioters are Lge 
Saville House, an 
tlestroying its price- 
lexs books and pic- 
tures, But the house 
is to be built up 
again, and Mies Lin- 
wood will presently 
open her Kxhibition 
of Needlework, to be 
followed in its turn 
hy panorama, cur- 
iosities and mon- 
sirosities, and tab. 
leans viranta, 

Bat what in this? 
Whe, here fam ina 
private box in the 
luxurious Alhambra 
‘Tteatre, and 1 believe I must have closed my eyes for a couple of 
minutes and been dreaming. 

What changes have taken place in Leicester Square ever since I 
first saw it, and, in the memory of the Dook Snook, miracles have 
occurred, Ile remembers, too, many e in the Alhambra 
since it was first opened as the Royal Panopticon of Science and 
Art, when a rather dismal kind of way of spending an evening was, 
if I may judge by the picture, to pay a visit to it. Of — t did 
not pay, and E. T. Smith, coming to the rescue, opened it as a 
music-hall, after which it became, for a while, a theatre, and then 
u music-hall again. 

Strange to say, as a theatre, the Alhambra has never been 991758 
in the running for popularity. Though for why it would be diffl- 
cult to surmise ; the catering has always been first-class. 

In its present form the Alhambra seems to me sufficiently 
attractive to render fresh changes unnecessary, and its habitues 

cannot fairly complain that the 
pro e is not varied. Don 
eeote is still going well, and the 
lew Victoria Cross, a series of 
tableau r 
Heroes Toiling Day 1 Day, 
ought to knock them ha: Hero 
worship is the order of the day, 
and Mr. Clement Scott's treatment 
is very dramatic. 
Girls, for some time past, have 
been growing taller and taller, and 
bigger and stronger, and have been 
revolting everywhere, so that the 
“2 Revolt of the Daughters comes 
very apropos at the present mom- 
ent, and is calcu! to put 
mothers and fathers in their pro- 
per places, and strike terror into 
the waistcoats of male men things 
generally. The “variety” show 
the night I looked in was a very 
good one, comprising, among other 
items, Rosie Rendel, Ryland and 
Golden, Della Rocca, Brown, New- 
land and Le Clercq, and Katie 
Lawrence. A 
What would those old fogies I 
was dreaming about say to 
Leicester square by night, when 
the cabs take up their fares and 
drive away by hundreds, and the 
hourhcod is Jit up almost like day? What would they 
kh? What would they do? They would get run over to a 
: inty. 


RYLAND AND GOLDEN. 


DELLA Rocca, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


STILL MORE ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 
Sixrn INSTALMENT, m FACT. 
( With continued apologics to the Globe.) 

It’s a scientific fact, attested by the Siberian Sporteman's 
Almanac, that a Russian serf seldom asks for a holiday on Easter 
Monday without getting a knouting. (An outing, sce’) 

One of the most comical announcements in the newspaper, is to 
the effect that Parliament will shortly meet “ for · the patch of 
business.“ Turn up the meaning of the word “despatch” in your 
Webster's or Nuttall's. 

“The scientific difference between us ix not much,” remarked 
the hare to the rabbit, as they met on the outskirts of the wood ; 
“but, then, I'm ‘game’ and you're not.” . Quite right—and a bally 
fine 3 ig lind it, too, when they ‘jug’ you!” As he subse- 
quently did. 

A scientist has lately discovered that brandy promotes the 
growth of the hair. ine-tenths of the eminent littérateurs 
8 Black Dog, Shoe Lane, are in the same condition as 

0 Bo 

By the way, Sanscrit will never be very popular in Fleet Street. 
It contains no sentence to take the place of that very common and 
classic phrase, Well, old man, I don't care if I du.” 

Though the brain of the clephant is decidedly larger than that 
of the average man, the trunk of the animal is not in it for size 
with the one a woman packs for a Good Friday to Easter Monday 
jaunt to Brighton. 

Never kiss a girl in a cornfield, for the corn has earsand is easily 
shocked. Make an—oat of this. 

No, “Gweneth Maud,” wey do not “open the campaign” at 
Lincoln with a can-opener. They open it with a corkscrew. Alas! 
how little do women know about horseracing. Speaking of cans, by 
the way, a enn of dynamite may, when tampered with, act a little 
more impulsively, but for steady-going, sober and industrious 
work in the interests of the coroner, canned lobster has few rivals. 
Avis auz lecteurs, 

The science of the compositor—typesetting—doesn't always 
manage to crowd out the glorious truth. For instance, in the report 
of the death of a Hammersmith boozer, the other day, the obituary 
‘notice ran, “The d bore an accidental character, and the 
jury returned a verdict of excellent death.” 

An artisan in East London died whilst whitewashing an outhouse 
on Good Friday. Doubtless there was a scientific reason for it, but 
it should be taken as a warning and religiously heeded by other 
artisans in all quarters of the Metropolis. On the other hand, eases 
of artisans’ wives having died whilst whitewashing outhouses are 
very, very rare. Verb. sap. 

ing is fast becoming a science. For instance, a certain 
newspaper says, The cars should be so placed as not to be higher 
than the 8 or not lower than the tip of the nose.“ Re- 
member this when you're dressing for the next Covent Garden 
Ball, as to arrive there with your ears badly or indifferently put on 
is to court the assumption of the fashionable multitude that you 
don't know what's what. 

A man who doesn't appear to restrict himself to a lie or two 
more or leas has just looked in to try and sell A. SLOPER a Patent 
Self-distributing Fire-Extinguishing Hand Grenade, one of which 
he swears will put out as much flame as would cover an acre. 
N,o,t—not wanted—at least, not by A. S., though he would strongly 
advise the prevaricating agent to add a codici! to his will (if he's 
ee! one) ordering ten to be put in his coftin. He may tind them 
useful. 

What wonders if pirat machinery has done for the farmer! 
Twenty years ago he sat on the gate of a field and watched twenty 
of his men reaping it. Now the twenty men sit on the gate and 
watch him start the American reaping machine at the end of each 
row. The only difference appears in the tax-paper ! 


— — 


THE BELLE BEHIND THE BAR. 


THE long, long draught of beer or ale 
Will cool your heated body, 

And, when you're chilled by vernal gale, 
There's warmth in whisky toddy. 

But, though you like the generous “ wet,” 
Yet more delightful far 

Is the light and lively chat you get 
With the Belle Behind the Bar. 


Before your second glass you've ta’en. 
Your flattered spirit fancies 

That more on you than any swain 
She beams with amorous glances. 

And every time you pay your brass, 
You swear that it will mar 

Your joy, unless you stand a glass 
For the Belle Behind the Bar. 


But when from her at last you've tripped, 
The sweet one smiles to see 

That she at your expense has sipped 
A quart of cold, cold tea: 

Then pockets shillings eight or nine, 
Which—idiot that you are !— 

You fondly think you've spent in wine 
For the Belle Behind the Bar. 


— — 


JUSTIFIABLY MURDERED. 


THE “slop” on the beat had heard the cry of “murder!” and 
had rushed in. The editor was found in his sanctum bending over 
the mangled body of a man, and holding in his hands an axe still 
reeking with gore. He offered no resistance, but offered at the 
station, when cha to make a statement. The inspector on 
duty, however, adv: him not to do so, alleging that it might be 

inst him. He came before the worthy rate 
es v. 
™ The o against you is the serious one of murder,” said the 
momenta ispenser of the law. “Do you plead guilty or not 
t; * 
bee was profound silence, in which one might almost have 
heard a steam-roller drop, as the prisoner replied : 

“Guilty, m'lord, but under very extenuating circumstances.“ 

“What were they?” 

“T will tell you, m' lord. I am editor of 7icklish Bits, and the 
deceased was an amateur author. On the fateful day he came into 
the office, smole a sickly smile and said he had a thing for 
the paper: ‘May we assume,’ it ran, ‘that Henry VIII. was the 
inventor of Bovril, seeing that it was he who dissolved the Papal 
Bull?’ He was the one-hundred-and-sixteenth jokist who had 
ee that conundrum to me, and I fear my temper got the 


ter of me, for I seized the axe 
“For goodness sake, say no more,” cried the magistrate, with 
alacrity. ‘“ Heaven bless you, sir, you ure a public benefactor. 


Constable, wipe the blood off the gentleman’s axe for him, ani, 
Mr. Capins, hand the prisoner two quid out of the poor box. You 
leave this court, sir, without a stain on your character. And if 
you'll wait five minutes round in the private-bar of the Jug and 
Juryman, I'll come round and split the soda with you.“ 


— — 


A TRIFLING ERROR. 

THE Rev. Mr. Canter met with an unpleasant experience the 
other evening. He was taking a short cut through a slummy part 
to the Conventicle, when he overtook a dissipated looking man 
who looked as though he had been gazing on the whisky when it 
was strong. “Ahem!” coughed Canter; “are you pre} to die?“ 
“No, mate,” replied the other, rapidly producing a revolver; “are 
you?” Canter nearly fainted away, and the man quickly saw his 
mistake. „Oh, it's only a bally parson!” said he. “I thought it 
was some fly cove on the make,” 


107 
A DREADFUL FIVE MINUTES. 


— 


WITH conventional masculine clumsiness, Philip Fastleigh 
tumbled his personal belongings into the various cases and port - 
manteaux which 
gaped for their 
reception. 

It was his last 
night of freedom 
—of_ bachelor. 
hood; and, 
though the mor- 
row would wit- 
ness the com- 
mencement of the 
life-term of 
matrimonial ser- 
vitude to which 
he had sentenced 
himself, this 
young fellow of 
eight-and-itwenty 
years faced his 
approaching 
doom with calm- 
ness — nay! at 
times, he even 
burst into an 
absurdly happy 
laugh, followed 
by a low, joyous 
whistle, as though 
endeavouring to 
blow off the su- 
perfluous = steam 
of bliss which 
weighed upon hia 
overcharged 


1 


“A lad just brought it, sir.” 


eart. 

“What a darling she ix, my Madeline!“ he murmured half 
aloud, ef a heavy tobacco-jar into n nest of clean collars, 
“No more wild oate, now! I've sown a crop or two, I admit—not 
more, perhaps, than most fellows; but, Heaven be praised, I can 
start u new existence with a clean slate, and—come in.” i 

The knock at the door which caused this break in his soliloquy, 
was followed by the entrance of a servant girl with a letter. 

A lad just brought it, sir. He said there was no answer.” 

With some misgiving, Philip gazcd at the dirty envelope. A 
faint spirituous odour saluted his nostrils us he tore it open, and, 
with rapidly paling cheeks, read: 

“698 SHRUB TERBACE, N. W. 


“* DERE FILLIP,—Can I belen ve my hears? You goin’ to be 
marryed! Crooil, crooil man! Hav’ you forgot the little ter- 
baccker shop in the Strand, and the yung an’ hinnercent girl whose 
trustin’ hart listen- 
ed to your soft 
7 words, an’ took all 

,_ your 3 be- 
i cos she was too 
} | simple to know 
contrairy ?'—— 
“The jade?” he 
“ muttered. “Too 
— simple, indeed!“ 
Ts “* Hav’ you for- 
got ‘ow you swore 
to be troo til 
deth, an’ wos teal 
to marry me has 
sune has hever 
you ‘ad saved up, 
an’ me thinkin’ we 
wos reglerly en- 
gaged all these 
\ 118 Oh, Fillip, 
lip! is this the 
hend of all your 
luv an’ prom- 
mises? My pore 
hart bleads with 
luv and pane; but 
if you i in’ 
it’s goin’ to b 
for nothink you 
are very mutch 
mistaken, I'm not 
goin’ to be trod 
“The little terbaceker shop.” on, and a breech- 
of- promis haction 
follers this suddin disserultion. I've found out what church 
‘ou're goin’ to be marryied at to-morrer mornin’, an’ I shal be 
fata and doan’t you forget it! Beans! There'll be such a 


ch 
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what you are from yd lips. So no more at present from 


ue 


P.. No. 4—1 


Philip eat stunned, 
gazing into 


stecript 
scrawled upon the 
back of the sheet. 
ue as N 8 N 
open this ray \ 
I 


as my usband has 

just turned up. OF N 
coara, you didnt 
know [ had en us- & 


band; but I ad. ö 
2 I knew you == N 
n the terbaccker 

chop. I thort im — 
ded. He's been 
to Ammericker =/, 
and done wel, an', 
92 cut f long tail 
short, I’m goin’ ¢ N 0 
back to Ammeri- U 
cker with him, SS 
and we start for 5 
Liverpol to - nite 
by the midnite i ; 
male. So I sharn't be at your wedin’ after all. An' it's a bit of 
luk for you, fillip, for there would hav’ been a seen. cael 


Philip sat stunned. 


-by, ; i. M. 

cot!“ he gurgled, “if I had been sensible enough to glance 
over the final postscript first, I should have spared myrelf this 
dreadful five minutes! 


108 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, April 7, 1894, 


“Knowing how dotingly fond I am of 
=! pugilista, ‘ harles has had the effroutery 
“Yer see, Bill, I've been out of work eight weeks now, so what's to decline to become a prizefizhter. I nin 
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ere eee eee eee 
— be delighted to reece photographs from these DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—FRED STOREY, Esa. 


& her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


was at the wing when the Alhambra ballet of Don Quixote commenced that evening. 
Tableau 1.—The study of Don Quixote-——(2) Mr. Fred Storey in the name part, 
and Mr. Fred Yarnold as Sancho Panza, occupied the stage. “I'll have him when he 
comes off.“ the Old Man was thinking ;——(3) But one of the Don's httle servants 
caught his eyes at that moment, and the naughty boy, forgetting his duty to the 
public, began flirting with her and missed his chauce.—(4) The same thing 
1 “and prithee mind it.” “Thou speakest well, Fredrico; by interviewing thee occurred in the vineyard scene, only it ~~ grape gatherer this time.——(5) But in 


wear, 
“ Frederick,” said A. SLOPER, “you know my business?” “I do,“ replied Mr. 


I be doing so.” Een so?” Feen so. Nay, groan not, I would but immor- the final tableau of the Moorish he, “ Now I must be circumspect,” but he 

No. 383—Miss ELSIE GARLAND. talize thee in the pages of the H.H.” “A thousand thanks, Sl. ; but seest couldn't for the life of him resist chucking a Moorish maiden, who happened to be 

— 2 ‘The thou not I am busy?” “Then a helping hand no doubt will be indeed welcome,” standing at his elbow, wait to go on, under the chin. Have done, Mr. SLOPER !” 
Sweet maid, I must avow my passion.” —The Dook Snook, 3 Plage large brush 1 5 coloer Eos. „ cried the Moorish Garage excellent W And now the usually W. 
* bued ” Lord usual „was just in time to prevent scene being ruin repair,  stage-manager came up in a beastly rage, saying, “Look here, SLOPER, enough 
Her every gesture is imbued with grace! Boh. “SLOPER,” said he, trembling for its safety, “you shall interview me.” 4 Tis well!” olf this!” “That is for the lady to decide, replicd A. SLOPER. Not word 
“Find me ber pur—. I cun, and do defy you.” criel A. SLOPER, producing his note book, But not now, SLOPER; to-night, at was spoken on either side, Well, now, how conki it be otherwise, considering when 
—The Hon. Billy. the theatre.” “Right!” said the Wreck till theu—so long 1“ and, sure enough, he the F. O. M. recovered his hat and umbrella be found himself lying on the pavement. 


| (1) “Aye, down wi paid Agitators 1“ roared the Laird, “and down wi' their wicked snpporters, T see one o' them prevent, (2) Down wi’ the Laird 1“ was a cry that rent the air in (3 * hae ever been a martyr for Truth. I'm sure I 
and it would have been better if that wicked man had stayel away. Ile is u blight ou this peaceful assembly. company with a duck's head Sabbath umbrelly, sail nacthing to offend a leeving man.” 
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* Midge -&- 
55 Bolly Re 


Wes Wage ‘ 


- Sposricg, Me Minder „ 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


What ho! my noble friends and oe here's your old pal again, punctual as usual, and ready bas, ide a big suceces I'm told :—A slight obstruction cavsed the freaks, The showman came before 
to point out the wonders of his weekly spectacle, Are you all ready? Nou are. Then, walk 1 the beaks :—Two famous fiddlers you sec, Who held last week their Jubilee :—A tip for Steadman— 
please ; we're just about to ring up the curtain :—Pray note the artist's look of pain, “ Rejecte here's the way, Tv spot'a winner any day.—There you Co agd hearties, that’s about up to the 


ts his fate again:—The waiters in the House object To having all their prospects wrecked :—1the usual mark, isn’t it? If you're not satisfied, trot round to the pay box and get your money 


mm 
unt hall scason now is oer, And cricket takes tts place once more :—The H. A. raccs here behold, Sve you about the same time next week. Ta, tal—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
FIODOLE-DE DEE! 
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“SUPERIORITY” UP TO DATE. 
Rottle Imp ( proudly). I've got a brother wot's a Shakesperian 
even Patry, So yer can‘ave! T've pot astster wot'sa ‘sng There's something about your singing, Dolly, that reminds me of the mort exquisite violin, I wish I THE NEW SEASONABLE HAT. 
a dance” onthe ‘Alls? [Otter collapse of the Bottle Imp. coull be your bow.” “Oh, Addiestieks, Mr. Sawney 1” Suitable for all weathers, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— — 

APRIL, among other things good, bad. and indifferent, is noted 
for its showers. This statement may be accepted as authentic ; 
straight from the shoulder, in 
fact. A. SLO En has thorough- 
ly analysed every single 
month in the Calendar, payin 

rticular attention to April. 

ow, as water is one of, or 
perhaps the chief ingredient, 
contained in showers, it may 
be taken for granted that the 
Eminent is not orer partial to 
them, Asis well known, water 
and A. SLOPER are not on a 
very friendly footing. What 
grieves the latter individual, 
therefore, is that showers can- 
not be conducted on a better 
principle. Why should it not 
rain whisky instead of water, 
or, better still.“ Unsweet- 
ened”? It would be more 
satisfactory all round, and 
would prove an unmixed bless- 
ing to the working - classes. 
The Crumbling Editice would 
like to ree this subject thor- 
oughly threshed out, say in 
the Times or other prominent 
daily newspapers, 


= 

The Sacred Concert given 
by the Moore and urgess Minstrels (in white faces) on Good 
Friday last met with keen appreciation from a crowded audience. 
The part-singing was excellent, and a violin solo was given with 
much pathos by a member of the troupe. A few more concerts 
of a like description would do wonders towards popularising the 
Moore and Burgess Minstrels, 9 „ 


From all accounts the Easter Volunteer Manceuvres were not 
quite so successful as could have been wished. The Aldershot 
contingent, in fact, received a severe slating from at least two 
generals, as well as from several newspapers. Two out of eve 
three volunteers, it is stated, are entirely ignorant of how to “ stac 
arms.” Of courxe, the ofticers, and they alone, are responsible for this 
state of things. The volunteers, as a whole, are a highly 
intelligent body of men, and in drills which they have been taught 
compare favourably with the regulars. But it seems that their 
officers, in the majority of cases, are almost entirely ignorant of 
even the rudiments of their profession. Pity it is that there are 
not more men of the calibre of A. SLOPER among them. 


ALTHOUGH we are at present revelling in the sunshine and 
mellowness of a glorious spring, great care and discernment is 
neceszary in changing our 
costume. This warning is 
more especially directed at 
the fair rex. The fondness of 
change, which characterises 

. loveliness, is only exceeded 

hy her love of display. Dia- 
play, as n rule, means a garb 
of the “gauziest” material. 
It is by no menns certain 
that we have yet finished with 
the cold weather. Winter 
ofttimes clings to us until 
even the May flowers have 
commenced to bloom. 
Tootsie’s advice to her myriad 
of admirers is not to, under 
any circumstances, don light 
attire for some weeks to 
come yet, and indeed to 
retain the present under wear 
until the approach of June. 


THE Trembling Structure 
has this day been plensed to 
confer the Award of Merit” 
upon SYDNEY H. Puinzonz 
because he's a most origina 
deceptionist, „ Feyther, in- 
terposed the Blue-eyed Boy, 
“e's 2 un, cc A Don't 
yer think e could learn yer 
a trick or two for the Hace Meetings? You might make a bit 
goin’ partners with Mr. Moses.“ And ALLY promily janet his 
offspring on the cranium, and retired to think it over calmly, 


Conspicuous among the numerous excellent costumes at one of 
the recent carnivals at Covent Garden was an excellent design 
representing King Johannis. A right merry monarch he was, 
too, who condescended even to allay the thirst of parched revellers 
with cooling draughts of the celebrated table water, absoluicly gratis. 


s 
THE statement that Lars“ is to be turned into a sixpenny 
weekly is, we hardly say, without a shadow of foundation. 
The price of that astounding comic has always been, and will be, 
one halfpenny only ; whilst as for orf radical change in the paper, 
its gigantic success is sufficient proof that none is needed. 
ss 


s 

THe playgoing public owes much to Sir Augustus Harris, The 
popular manager and impreseario is alway: ly to cater for the 
: various tastes of the 

5 ; dig body of amuse- 
ment seekers, and 
whether he is giv- 
ing us melodrama, 
Italian nang or 
fancy dress balla, 
his efforts are sel- 
dom unappreciated, 
His season of En- 
, Opera at 
ury Lane has 
been, since its start 
a few weeks ago, 
crowned with suc- 
cess, a matter for 
little wonderment, 
considering the 
popularity of the 
selections and the 
excellence of the 
artistes. With Mr. 
James lover wield- 
ing the baton and 
Sir Gus's capable 
management, the 
renson bids fair to 
de a prolonged one. 


** 
OWING to the 
——ç— approaching nup- 
tials of the Hon. Rosa Hood, a vacancy occurs among the Queen's 
Maids of Honour. It is understood in Court circles that the Hon. 
Tootsie Sloper, eldest daughter of BARON SLO En, K. G., F. O. M., 
of Mildew Court. will be appointed. 
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there can be no reasonable doubt. A 
ls and theatres would convince even 


Tuar trade is im 
glance round at our music-! 
the most unbelieving that 
such is the case. At mostof 
our halls, in fact, money is 
being turned away nightly. 
The Royal, it is almost un- 
ee to — is 1 
exception to 0 
7 — N their "Samer 

rogramme the management 
ees pretty well surpassed 
themselves. Most of the 
first-class talent at present 
in 1 is en , and 
among the compan 
notice the name of ö. M. 
Mac Dermott, an old and 
popular favourite, too lon: 
absent from the music-hal 
stage. Miss Billie Barlow 
is also starred on the pro- 
8 This clever young 
ady is adding to her 
admirers every week. 
Among others worthy of 
special mention are Herbert 
Campbell, Alice Leamar, 
and Professor Finney an 
daughter. *° 


THE Galleries of the Royal 
Society of British Artiste, 
Suffolk Street, Pall Mall. are ee 
again open to the public, 
and a show of exceeding excellence is there. Art lovers must cer. 
tainly include the exhibition among the list of “ things to be seen. 


s 
THAT March winds and April showers bring forth May flowers 
we do not wish to gaineny. hat we want to insist upon is, that 
the British Publican reaps more benefit from the combination of 
March and April than May, June and July together. A cold wind 
or a wet skin will, as a rule, propel a man into the nearest pub. with 
the speed of a thunderbolt, „ 


Ir is very difficult to justify the blowing of one’s own 
trumpet” but we think an exception should be made in the case 
of Mr. J. N. Maskelyne. When he asserts that the entertainment he 
gives twice daily at the E inn Hall is the brightest, cleverest 
and merriest performance in London, he in no way exaggerates 
facts. The entertainment is really thie ond more. It must be 
seen to be appreciated. „ 


REALLY, the L. C. C. is going it a bit too strong. The Rev. 
Fleming Williams has now sugyested “that in future all licences 
for music - halls be Aw 4d 
granted on the con- 8. St yy 
dition that  intoxi- hee U 
cating drinks shall 4 

! 


not be sold or con- 
sumed in the auditor. 
jum.” Already this 
is the understanding 
upon which a number 
of managers are 
kindly permitted to 
enter for the amuse- 
ment of the public; 
and if the Council is 
to have its pig-headed 
way, the condition is 
to extend to them all. 
Nut will it stop here? 
Not it. The temper- 
ance fanatics, who 
are so absurdl 
anxious to jam their 
own principles indis- 
criminately down 
everybody's throats, 
will begin to agitate 
for the abolition of 
all alcoholic stimu. 
lants altogether from 
the theatre and 
music - hall — auditorium, bars, everywhere —and the Inckless 
frequenters will be able to obtain nothing more exhilarating or 
palatable than amall lemons, ginger pore, or weak tea and professed 
coffee. The horror, the hum ug of tall! 

s 


„1 
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WE are happy to state that there is no cause for en anxiety 
with reference to the reported illness of Mr. McGooseley. Upon in- 
quiry at that gentleman's residence, our representative was inform- 
ed that Mr. McGooseley was merely suffering from nerve depression, 
consequent upon the relaxation after the excitement of Easter. 
The patient had passed a restless night, and was still subject 
to strange fits of hallucination with re to the presence of pink 
rats and abnormal spiders in his bedchamber, but is on the whole 
progressing as favourably as can be expected. 
ss 


s 

REporTs from St. John's state that the prospects of the New. 
foundland seal fishery is eminently satisfactory, and that several 
thousand seals have already been captured by people on the shores. 
The intelligence should rejoice the heart of the masher and the 
chorus lady exceedingly, for the price of mantles and jackets 
manufactured of this costly fur have been really torrible lately. 

ss 
s 

THE evening papers have been having quite a festive time of it 
recently. Not only have they been enabled to glut their columns 
with the aw- 
ful details of 
several most 
brutal and 
revolting 
murders, but 
cases of dis- 
trensing sui- 
cide have 
been n 
lutely com- 
mon. One 
evening pa- 
per, indeed, 
dished up a 
whole col- 
umn of cases, 
whilst a big 
daily came 
out with the 
significant 
headline, 
“Yesterday's 
Murders and 
Suicides.” 
The cause for 
this alarm - 
ing and sud- 
den increase 
in self - de- 
struction is not parsiculasly apparent, unless the crime be infectious. 
That it is terribly ead goes without saying. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR TOE WEEK ENDING 14TH APRIL, 1894. 
— — 

Sth April, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this date gays: 
“Some eighteen years ago, Mir. F. 6 Fine (now Mr. F. C. 
Phillips, the author of As in a Looking 3 sued Mr. Thomas 
Gibson Bowles, through his publisher, Mr. Blenkinsopp, for an 
alleged libel in Vanity #uir, This publication animadverted very 
strongly on the terpsichorean 8 of a troupe of dancers known 
as“ La 13 who appeared in Vert-Vert, at the St. James's 
Theatre. The case was not only remarkable for the appearance of the 
late Lord Hertford (then Lord Chamberlain) as a witness for the 
defence, but also for Mr. Bowles’s definition of the can-can, a8 
danced at Mabille. Mr. (now Justice) Day was counsel for the 
defendant, and the late Mr. Serjeant Ballantine appeared for the 
plaintiff. Mr. Bowles not only won the day, but ca the sus. 

naion of the theatrical licence which Mr. Fairlie had obtained 

or the Globe Theatre. The can-can is a difficult ce to 

put into words. Perhaps the best description is that of the young 

woman who was called to order by a de · ville at Mosirie 

des Lilas : ‘Sir,’ she said, piteously, ‘if both my hands are held by 

= 7 150 and my nose tickles, what am I to do to allay the 
ation 


Oth April, 1889.—A nowepaper this day says :—“ The value 
of a pa of hounds is a moot question. The Quorn or the 
Fitzwilliam would probably fetch » few pounds more than Mr, 
Jorrock's or Mr. Farcy Romford’s, if put up to auction. There 
enn be no doubt, however, but that the six couples of hounds, 
which have done duty in Dorothy since the first night of tie 
opera, are by this time well-nigh worth their weight in gold. 
About £600 have been paid in all for the weekly hire of these animals, 
without mentioning £500 more for the wages of their attendants." 


10th April, 1600.—This day a person, of the name of 
Dorrington, threw himself from the * of St. Sepulchre's Church, 
having previously left a . on the leads, in which he said : 
“John Bunckley and his fellows b ury and other bad mens 
have brought me to this end: God forgive it th and 1 doe. 
And oh lord forgive me this cruel fact upon my own „which 
I utterly detest. . . . But surely after they had thus slandered 
me, everye daye that I lived was to me a hun deathes ; which 
—.— = rather to dye with infamye than to live in infamye and 

rment. . 


llth A 1862.— Howard Payne, dramatist, died this day 
at Tunis, aged 59. In his play of Clari; or, The Maid of Milan, 
Miss M. first sang Home, Sweet Home,” 8th May, 1823. 


J 12th April, 16388.—Christianity was this day abolished in 
japan. 


13th April, 1889.—A Manchester paper of this date mentions 
a new departure by a provincial surgeon. A small tumour was 
removed from an important nerve in a patient's arm, and in tlie 
course of the operation some of the nerve itself was taken away; 
this was naturally followed by loss of sensation in the part of the 
skin to which the nerve was distributed. After forty-eight hours 
the su n, having obtained 5 of healthy nerve from a leg 
which had just been amputated, proceeded to restore the con- 
tinuity of his patient's nerve with the borrowed piece of tissue. 
The reault was that sensation returned in thirty-six hours, and 
there was every prospect of a complete recovery. 


14th April, 1889.—The Liver Post of this day has a 
grim story of youthful sport. On Friday evening (it says) a strange 
scene was witnessed at Everton, when a number of youths engaged 
in the pastime of playing football with akulls in the neighbourhood 
of Roscommon Street. It appears that the premises of Dr. F. Month 
were entered, and an articulated skeleton and a number of ana- 
tomical preparations were stolen. It is believed that in the first 
instance the theft was committed from pure wantonness hy boys, 
for as soon as the robbery took place the youths commenced to 
amuse themselves in the immediate neighbourhood with the 
ghastly relics of mortality, aud in some instances they used the 
skulls as footballs, 


HIS EPITAPH. 


Ax awful groan the chieftain gave, 
One long protracted sigh, 

And then the hoary cannibal 
He laid him down to die. 


They buried him at noon next day, 
With much regret, and then 
They wrote hia simple epitaph— 
* He loved his fellow inen.“ 


THE JOYS OF GARDENING. 


Now is the merry time when the good, surburban-resident youn; 
man riseth up early, yea, even with the lark, and gathering aroun: 
him his 8 of husbandry, goeth into his forty- foot - aq unre 

n, and maketh a vigorous attack upon the unoffending soil. 

nd lo he diggeth it, and hoeth it, and raketh it, until his back is 

nigh unto breaking, and the sweat of labour standeth in huge 
beads upon his brow. 

And when he has reduced it to a state of wondrous chaos, he 
goeth down into the City, and maketh purchases of seeds, those of 
the carrot, the turnip, the onion, the radish, and the lettuce. And 
he spendeth the ensuing Saturday afternoon sowing them in the 
ground, and ticketeth the places neatly, that he may know that 
which has been set. 

Then do the sparrows upon the neighbouring housetops aes 
and make ex: ing glad ; and the next door fowls exhibit tokens 
of jubilation. And whilst the young husbandman yet resteth 
from his labours ary upon the morn of the Sabbath, do the 
feathered denizens of the eaves, and the hen house, indulge ina blow- 
out of gigantic proportions, 

But the young man watcheth the ground with tender care. And 
he weedeth, and watereth, and planteth scarecrows wherewith to 
protect the tender shoots. 

And when those few, which have escaped unscathed from the 
birds, show green above the ground, what joy! what bliss is his! 

ye tenderly, does he watch t poo nc onion, the embryo 
carrot, the turnip that isto be. What loving care does he bestow 
upon it, what touching solicitude does he evince for its welfare. 
And when, at length—oh, great and glorious day !—he can gather 
with his own hands, almost enough vegetables to flavour a stew, 
who shall grudge him the proud reward of his labours, or say that 
the seven and sixpence he expended upon the seeds has been in 


— 


HOW TO WORK IT. 

“ It’s all knack, sir,” said a cadger to us the other evening; you 
might stand here with your hat in your hand all day and not pick 
up more than a bob, but I'll show you how I does it.“ An unmis- 
tukable counter-jumper was approaching. The cadger raised his 
voice, ‘The aristocracy ain't got no hearts for us poor folk. Look 
there ! that gentleman's a lord, I knows him, I knows his club, too, 
but he don't care if I am starving; I may starve for all he'll give 
me a shilling to save me, and my wife and—thankee, kindly, my 
lord, there is some goodness left, arter all.“ He had captured 
sixpence, 
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LADIES’ LATCH-KEY-INDNESS. 
[A highly advanced 3 asks, A why should not young 


THIS 1, methinks, 

Would play up high 
inks, 

And cause a_ revolt mid 
young en; 

This arrangement would 
cause 

ner of sc kes to 
8 -keys 
idles 


And now it is in 
That man ( insane) 
Of 1 J eex already afraid 


Then wherefore increase 
by ae n Mag to th 
ving t eys 0 
 fidies? 


pasate tar 
at eac! r. 
Whether she giddy or staid 


i 
wit have her own way 
a> Then mere man says 
— “Neg 1” 
So, of course, there'll be latch-keys for ladies. 
— — 


“ALL Or!“ 

Ir ix really wondcrfyl how the ingenuity of some good or bad 

-ople can turn every change of ion account. You 
snow it is the mode now for every girl in the upper circles to 
plaster a chignon on tlfe back of her cranium, or, as the popular 
phrase is, to “take on a bun.” SLOPER, the other day, heard an 
energetic street-vendor lauding his wares as follows: "Taters, all 
‘ot, penny a-piece ; stick one on the back of your chum my lady, 
to warm your ed, and take it ‘ome to yer lovin’ 'uxband to eln hin 
dinner an' warm the cockles of his art and bust his weskit. 


A NARROW ESCAPE. 

„Grondk,“ raid the fair young matron, as her lord and master 
applied the match to his first after dinner pipe, and settled himself 
snuyly in his own particular easy chair, “George, dear, 1 never 
really knew vou were such a dear, old darling as you are. I'm 
sure I ought to be very ‘thankful i've got such a sweet, kind, 
thoughtful, generous love of a husband, I know I ought, and 

“My dear Laura, whatever are you talking about! interrupted 
her husband, eomewhat suspiciously. “Surely, Laura, after that 
fiver I gave you only last week for what's their name's clearance 
eile, you don’t want——"” 

no, George: how can you think sa badly of me, I only 
to thank you for 
such a duck as 
to remember my——' 

“My dear Laura, will you 
‘or goodness sake explain 
ursel? Lreally haven't the 
intext idea what it is you're 
lriving at.“ 

“Oh, you sly wicked old 
ibber, as if you hadn't 
nessed what I mean all the 


Found wat, in thun- 
“<name?” 
Why, the box of 


(iloves 2? Great Scot! 
aura, you dont mean to 


— 


That 1 have discovered 


oven with him next 

ra smaller size, but meekly paid for a dozen of the latter, without 
¥ reference to the sho sm . 

What did he do with the others? 

Well, perhaps the pretty little barmaid at the White Dog might 
uble to give you some information. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 

MINKIE MAJENTA PADLEY. 
ON an afternoon of a mild March day, 
We ent in our sanctum, blithe and gay, 
Quaſſing a quantum of Verzenay, 

‘And penning a jokelet jocular, 
When all at once, in the Lane of Shoe, 
We heard a deuce of a:: ullabaloo, 

And a brick came bounding our win- 
dow through, 

And darkened our dextral ocular ! 


We sent to the casement our office-boy, 
And the shriek he shroke was no shriek 


of joy, 
For wilder than Greeks at the siege of 


Troy 
Were the thousands that thronged 
around, 
And a cry went up, “You infernal 


reck ! 
If you grant not slick the request we 
make, 
We will tar you, feather you, wring 
your neck, “i 
And raze your den to the ground! 


We slung from our window a flag of 


truc 
And with * What the dickens?” and 
“ What the deuce?” 
We got them to tell us in words profuse 
What boon — 5 required 80 badly. 
And they swore that we shouldn't a 
fortnight live, 
If we didn't right quickly a likeness give 2 
Ol the liveliest lara that eer greced e Friv.“— 
Mies Minnie Majenta Padley ! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— — 

JUNIN, ARGENTINE REPUBLIC, February 12th, 1894. 
DEAR ALLY,—We (subscribers to the “HaLr-HoLipay,” and 
ardent admirers of your self) are desirous of drinking your 
health, but think it an injustice to toast you in common or garden 
South American gin. We therefore appeal to your well-known 
generosity, and beg of you to send us a bottle of the real genuine 
“ Unsweetened,” of which you are such an excellent judge. If you 
fall in with this idea, please send off the liquor on receipt, and 
barring accidents) it will arrive here in less than à month. 
hanking you in anticipation, and wishing your amusing paper 
all the success it deserves, yours sincerely, 
SIX EMPLEADOS DEL F. C. PACIFICO, JUNIN. 


— — 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No, 212.—Hn Turxs THe TABLES ON Two TRAITORS, 


Last Sunday, at eight in the morning, the Dook 

And McGooseley remarked to the Fossil,“ Odzook ! 

If you stroll to the Spog in St. Luke's, you may bet 
Your most ultimate cent that you'll there get a wet 

As a true bond fide.” Then SLOPER replied 

That, his throat being thirsty, the dodge should be tried ; 
And away through the town he did joyously jog, 

Till he stopped in St. Luke's at the sign of the Spog. 


When the Cobweb had left em, his counsellors twain 
Ran like margarined lightning through alley and lane, 
Until, reaching the 8; ere the Chi n got round, 
They concealed themselves close in a flat-heaver's 


ground, 
For the host of the Spog from his hostel would kick 
Any false bond fide, and so ‘twas a trick 


Of the traitors to lurk there, collected and cool, 
Till = ee got chucked out, then to cry “ April 
“ool!” 


But the Eminent knew that a ruinous fine, 
For supplying a base mala fide with wine, 
Had been wrung from the Spog—so communion he 


too 

With himself. “They have lied, have McGooselvy 
and Snook! 

What's their reason, I wonder? Ha, ha, I now see! 

They would make a big fool, on Ali-Fools'-Day, of me, 

To behold my discomfiture somewhat they'll hide, 

But the table I'll turn on the traitors!” he cried. 


And the jokers felt sick, when along came the Mound, 

And, avoiding the Spog, toddled into the ground, 

Where they lurked, and said sweetly : “I'll dure to 
take vath 

That I've made April Fools of you, gentlemen both ! 

Cast your eyes on thia flask, and on me, while I get, 

Asa truce bund side, a jolly good wet!” 


— — 


A STRAW SHOWS. 


As the last ray of sunshine was fading away on that glorious 
Easter evening, the firet-Hoor window of a certain iv-made 
clothing emporium in the Bethnal Green Rond was thrown up, 
and there appeared, fresh washed from the Thursday previous, and 
blazing in bright plumage and ostentatiously displayed diamonds, 
Mr. and Mrs. Hyamy Solomonhauser, 

“What a peautiful Exster de ‘oliday-makers ‘as ‘ad, Hyamy—all 
zunzhine.“ 

“ Yuth, an' nothin’ to pay for it, eider.” 

“ Dat's so. Dey seem to revel in de fresh air chest pecause dey 
gets it for not'ink. By de vay, I ain’d seen dem Govisher muck, 
the porkbutchers acrost de vay, go out dis Easter. D' you know, 
Hyamy, I haf a sdrange bresentiment ?” 

“ Vot kind of a bresentiment, Rachel?” 

“Vell, I dell yer. Tree veeks ago, vhen I vhos a comin’ back 
from Judah Cohens's sittin'- for- joy, I met our oppersite neighpour, 
Smith, a-comin’ out of de Fire Insurance orfice in Vhitechapel, 
and 1 1 1 as he'd got a fire- policy in his hand.” 

ch!“ 

“Vell, ve know as pizness ain't peen at all goot over the vay “ 

“Know? Toes he deserre to do pizness—a-comin’ into n Yid- 
dishe neighpourhood to zell pork-sausages?” 

“T agree vith yer, Hxamy, he ton't. But listen to der facts. 
Der tay pefore Goot Fritay, he haves t'ree sacks of shavin's in. 
Vhat toes a pork-putcher vant vith shavin'’s——” 

“Ts dat all der bresentiment ?” 

“Not kvite. On Zaturday night I ace him and his missis go out 
vitha pig oil-can, and veelin’ curious—like the second-floor lodger 
did in the Grafton Shtreet shlemozzle—I took a jug in my hand for 
a plind and vollowed em.“ 

“Vhere dit dey go?” 

“Vhy, chust round der gorner to der oilshop, and vhat dey 

ught vhas ‘arf a gallon of paraffin oil. Now, Hyamy, puttin’ der 

ahtate of trade, and der Fire Oftich Polish „and der shavin's, 
and der oil t der, ton't you t' ink it's a pit of a bresentimeut ? 

„No, Rache 1 I don't.“ 

“You ton't ?” 

“Not a pit of it—I t'ink it's a tend theertainty! Ha, ha, ha!” 


SS 


CAVE CANEM. 


“RewanreE of the dog !""—so the legend is placed 
Where a truculent brute of the order canine 
Is disposed to indulge in a succulent taste 
Of hoe er to a 17 2 him may rashly incline. 
But I've noted, while making through Terra my track, 
That a number of folks on Life's thoroughfare jog 
Who, pro publica bono, on forehead and back 
Ought to carry the warning, “ Beware of the dog!” 


There's the creature who sits by your side in the tram, 
All in dainty and modish habiliments dressed, 
Whom you take to be guileless and soft ns 1 lamb, 
Till you find, when he's gone, that your ticker's non cst, 
There's the footpad who timorous dames will attack 
And relieve of their purses, in mist or in fog : 
They, pro publico bone, on forehead and back 
Ought to carry the warning, Beware of the dog!“ 


There's the envions person who, barren of brain, 
Seeks to harm fellow-workers more clever than he: 
There are gallants who doom to a lifetime of pain 
Trustful, innocent girls for their own passing glee: 
There are husbands whose bosoms false jenlousies rack, 
Till in corners and nooks they go lurking incog. ; 
They, pro publico bono, on forehead and back 
Ought to carry the legend, Beware of the dog!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


SPRING mashers remind one of a good librarian. They are fond 
of their book-case (bouquets). 


A MODERN (K)night-errant: The errand of W. Sikes, Esq. 

TH bore Aid to secure when your House is on Fire: Fire 
Brig-aid. 

4 Airy Habitation for “ Birds of the Air“: Avi. airy. 

“17's no go,” as the Nap, player said, when he held a hand which 


wouldn't mit of his „going even a couple. 
SPINSTER-hood : The nocturnal head-gear of an old maid. 
SLOPER considerably resembles the waves of the sea, There's 
always a good deal of bill-owing about him. 


111 
HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


— — 


CHAPTER lv. 

Jim HARDCOLE had an ugly look on his face as he stepped out 
of the handsome apartments occupied by the gentleman whom he 
a to have been an old : 
pal. 

“Something that's not 

nice will happen,” he mut - 
“ Perhaps that's so; 

2 it won't be nice. 
But 1 don't think it will 
trouble me much, however 
much Jack Trevor mav not 
like it. Five sovereigns! 
Ain't much to start towards 
fortune—too much, some 

Half a crown's 
to be the proper 
sum that a re Lord 
Mayor should begin with. 
Welt 5 don't want to 155 

ayor, 80 t's 
better that I shouldn't te too 
orthodox. Five sovereigns 
—let me twenty- 
five in my waisthelt; Jack 
Trevor found—well, I think 
I'll do pretty well. I'll just 
get n more respectable suit 
of clothes to begin with. 
Then I'd like to see how 
Jack Trevor fills up his 
spare time, just to put that 
something that is not nice 
into steep, so that it will be 

uite ready when the proper “Something that's not nice will happen.” 
time comes. 0 e 

The Row was at its brightest. Round the long drive the 
carriages rolled, and the cynic sneered and said it reminded him of 
the ring at Tatterrall's, where the animals for sale curvetted and 
exhibited their points. Jack Trevor was a cynic, and though he 
had often taken his seat on the shady side of the Row, and gazed 
lazily at the procession of charms, he had never taken an active 
interest in the function. He had no intention of being a bidder, 
he said, with a sneer, and so he merely been an indifferent 
spectator. But to-day it was different. Two nights since he had 
met Miss Clotilde 1 at Lady Clangoil's. The ae 
night he had seen her at the opera, and been gratified by n 
gracious bow and a pleased smile, and to-day the Row presented 
an attraction it never before had for Jack Trevor, for he hoped 
that ere long he might see the Montacute liveries, and might get a 
glimpse of Clotilde, who now occupied more of his Soret than 

any wo- 
man before. 

Jack had 
apenas 0 = 
tle regarding 
Lady rye) 
cute's pre 5 
She nd come 
to England 
from France, 
where she 
had been 
educated. Her 
guardian was 
a wealthy 
man, and she 
had been 
invited to re- 
side with 
Lady Monta- 
cute for a 
season. Jack 
and thou- 
sands of 
others could 
read between 
the lines of 
these m 
details, he 
Montacute 
was known 
to be dismally 
poor, and was 
not averse to 
engineering 
neiresses whose absence of blue blood was atoned for by the 

presence of wealth. It was taken for granted that Clotilde 
daycroft was for rale to the highest bidder, and the bid must 
evidently be high, for it was rumoured that the lady had already 
declined the overtures of a baronet and an Irish viscount. 

Jack Trevor had no intention of becoming a bidder, The kind 
of currency necessary in such a transaction was absent in his case, 
and he concluded there were no hopes for him. Yet there was 
something that attraeted him. He fancied there was a something 
about the girl that was ditferent from other heiresses he had met 
in similar circumstances. The memory of the delightful half-hour 
at Lady Cinugoil's, the frankness of the girl, and her evident 

pleasure at seeing him on the previous evening, all combined, 
ack argued, to make her interesting, though he would not admit 
to himself that she was more. 

As he leaned idly against the railing he saw the Montacute 
liveries wheel 
along, and 
suddenly draw 
22 close be- 
side him. The 
subject of his 
thoughts was 
in the carriage 
with Miss 
Montacute, 
and in a mo- 
ment Jack was 
shaking hands 
with her, 

No, she did 
not care for the 
opera — the 
house was too 
hot; she pre- 
ferred the open 
air—loved the 
river—was 
going to Rich- 
mond to stay 
for a week; 
and in another 
moment 
“good-bye” 
had been said 
and the car- 
riage had 
joined the 
whirl, 

“Going to 


The Row. 


Jack was shaking hands with her. 


t 5 
Richmond for a week,” muttered Jack, thoughtfully to himself, “1 
don't feel well, somehow. Think I will go to Richmond for a week.“ 
(To be continued next week.) 
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fa Hy * 
2 6 
Sig : Kyi 
‘eX sae Vd 
ifs atts — 
‘st MH ha 
MS Wl 
vy! N > 
Made a resolution when but a boy. As man K. a 
before him. . Or the Derby. * 
Had no wish to become Prime Minister. Or wed England's 
Prem! Gertrude. I Ilxe Mr. Smythe. AFTER THE ROW. 
Rose, Why, dear ? Pather-in-law. You're a pretty sort of young mau, 
Gertrude, Because his visits are al ways on the short and sweet plan. He never stays more than half au hour, comin’ and makin’ my darter unhappy. Bilest if 1 
and always leaves u box of chocolate. aha nt ‘ave ter take yer in hand myself 


“NOTHING, WHEN YOU’RE USED TO IT!” 


———{- —- 


(1) Miss Twitters (much agitated), Oh, sir! save me, save me! Here comes the ? 
maddest of mad bulls! Afr. Kugby Socker, Madam, I will protect you. I fear not tho 1 cver thank you? Let me bind up your wounds, or, at least, dust you down ani 
face of any sun of a cow. Hic thee to a place of safety, whilst I delay the enemy — hat, „ „ don't mention it, madam! I don't mind a 
— “Here's a toss up for the first ‘kick off,’ eh ?"——(3) “And here's a touch tt at Mere child's > Lassure you. I have been a football 
„ You'll never do much good in a ‘scrimmage,’ old chap, you're too mild."—— match umpire several times, and if you e any interest at all in the noble game 
(4) “I'm getting tired of this. It's too slack altogether. 8 you will understand that this is very tame in comparison. 


LIVING PICTURES, GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


8 Lesa 
~ n 
89 9 
SG PD > 
m=. 5 
f „ 


Tus young lady who went to market with her heart was obliged 
to enguge 4 email bey to cry ber bargains homes, 


eee eee 


NEVER JUDGE BY APPEARANCES. 


Ethel. How will this do for the agony column ? “Goon gracious, William, are you ill?" “No; but the 
Lottie (reads). “Darling Pet, pray return to your disconsolute They are not only to be met with in the Palace, for Tucome Tax is going to be raised twopence in the pound, and we 
wife. I am ill, and without friends or casb.—DOvo.” the Empire swarms with them. shall have to give up SLOr u'!“ 
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